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the descendants of the Algerine corsairs. For six centuries
their ancestors made the civilization of Provence as precari-
ous as here for a century or two did the Cherokees. They
ravaged the shores of the Mediterranean, carrying off
thousands of Christian slaves to their Dey. It was they,
probably, who taught Columbus to be the atrocious slave-
dealer that he was. . . . No one knows what that fellow
did before he turned up in Portugal. As like as not he was
helping the Algerines to carry off Christian slaves, . . .
And there they are now, the Corsairs selling mouldy
goatskins and shoddy rugs that purport to come from the
Orient, approaching you with the carneying smiles of
prostitutes, appearing to be about to propose to initiate you
into the unspeakable delights of the East . . . and actually
offering to sell you for a thousand francs a rug that has
been manufactured out of rags picked out of the sewage
dumps of the obscurest parts of the East End of London
and cost their padrone seven francs.
§
That fellow is looking intensely at the pipes and gadgets
in front of a scarlet and white filling station. We are rolling,
as we approach him, as if we were going to nudge his shoulder.
Now would be my chance to talk to him. To discover how
he got here and how he likes it and who were his remote
ancestors and all that. . . . But it can't be done. I am at
the rear of the bus and can't make the driver hear. Biala is
up in front talking to Mr. Dieters. I am afraid I offended
Mr. Dieters this morning over the slow-motion coffee. . . .
They were talking about the bad taste of people wanting to
be present at the Hauptmann trial and I lost my temper
or my head and exclaimed to Mr. Dieters, who was just
opposite me, that he was personally responsible for that
trial. He in common with every inhabitant of the country.
Then it was his duty to go and see how his representatives
were dealing with the life of a man. Not to stop at home
denouncing the bad taste of people who were doing their
duty.
I don't know if his feelings were hurt; he did not say

